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information tent was reminiscent of a fairground. Huge maps with our dispositions clearly marked were displayed everywhere. Loud-speakers blasted away lingering wisps of war fog: "Piedimonte is ours; Aquino is taken. Highway Six jammed with damaged and burnt-out vehicles strafed from the air. North of Pontecorvo the Hitler line is smashed. Canadian Corps has taken 500 prisoners."
Roll, bowl or pitch. The gallant Canadians were doing well and, quite properly, wanted everybody to know it. We found a genial staff officer and asked him about Anzio. "Why, yes," he said. "The Yanks are expected to link up today. Walkie-talkies are already in contact."
We wasted no more time. Jan Yindrich, of the News Chronicle, joined us and our jeep headed west for the Gulf of Gaeta. We planned to strike. Highway Seven somewhere south of Formia, then to follow the coast as far as we could safely go. It all sounds so easy now. I cast my mind back to those anxious pauses as empty stretches of unknown road opened up. Was it safe to go ahead? Were the verges clear of mines? Why was there no other traffic? Should we take this fork or that?
I jotted in my notebook a rough course and marked it with a large question-mark. San Georgio—Orsonia—Formia— Itri—Fondi-Terracina. At last, with relief, we sighted the blue Tyrrhenian sea and joined the artery of Plighway Seven taut with the flowing life-blood of Mark Clark's Fifth Army. Driving became smoother on the undamaged surface of this straight Roman road, but we battled now with the press of traffic comprising all the monstrous engines of modern devilment, and we choked with the dust.
We stopped in the battered town of Formia, which was almost deserted by its inhabitants, and had its streets strewn with broken glass arid rubble. A few wretched, ragged children begged for our biscuits and bully beef when we stopped for lunch by the war memorial. This group of sculpture, one of the few things in Formia untouched by our shelling and bombing, showed an Italian soldier stripped to the waist, supplicating Heaven with extended arms. The ruin all about emphasised the symbolism, and the marble figure yearned for all suffering humanity. Who among itsris. At the corners, scorched and withered palms stilld hig
